The tree that's long a-growing is well grounded,
while its swift rival, when the first wind mumbles
at its frail branches, no less swiftly tumbles*

So love, my gradual love, was truly founded*

I did not yield, when first by love astounded,
but when the mind and heart had fought, old

symbols
of hate, long years, and made my soul a shambles,

bowed to my doom when the last tucket sounded.

I was condemned by heaven in your eyes
to undergo love's penal servitude,
scorched like the Titans, maugre my repentance,

for graceless mutiny against the skies.
Madam, I would have perished, if I could,
but death, it seems, is all too light a sentence*
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